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“HERE WE COME A-CAROLING...” 
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December Hole 


Around the World , 


* PEOPLE all around the world are getting 
ready for their holiday celebrations. They 
are planning gifts. They are decorating their 
homes. Children are all excitement. 


. 


Here in the United States the holidays are 
celebrated in many ways. That is because people from 
other countries have settled here and have brought their 
customs with them. 


The best loved Christian holiday is Christmas when the 
birth of the little Christ Child heralded the promise of 
“‘peace on earth,” and brought “‘joy to the world.” 


On December 23 this year, beginning with sundown, and 
for the following 8 days, Jewish children will celebrate the 
Festival of Lights, or Hanukah. 


No matter what our religion or our community customs, 
we should remember that children everywhere love this 
happy season of the year. 


Santa’s Helpers 


PAPER Santa Clauses, stars, angels, gilded pinecones, 
and all other decorations needed to trim 21 Christmas trees 
were made by the 28 third graders in Garfield School, Lewis- 
town, Mont. (Fergus County Chapter.) These gay trees 
were taken to the St. Joseph’s Hospital, where they cheered 
the patients all through the holidays. 


Hazel Dell Joslyn is the third grade teacher who for 15 
years has been inspiring her classes to be Santa’s helpers 
in trimming trees for the hospital in Lewistown. 


Adios 


“ADIOS” and all good wishes go with Mrs. Helen S. 
Loenholdt, the art editor of the NEws and Journal for 
5 years, as she leaves for Salvador. She will be greatly 
missed by every JRC member who has enjoyed the attrac- 
tive look she has always given to the magazines. 


December Cover 


WE ARE indebted to Asia Calling and to Dorothy W. 
Erskine for permission to use the words and music of the 
old folk song, ““The Little Fir Tree.’”’ This served as the 
inspiration to the artist, Gisella Loeffler, for the drawing of 
our beautiful cover. 

—Lots S. JOHNSON, editor. 
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MAKE THEM SAFE 1 


(TUNE: “JINGLE BELLS’) 


Christmas days are here. 
Happy girls and boys, 

Days of games and laughter, 
And many bright new toys. 


Put these toys away, 
When you’re through with play— 
Folks won’t stumble over them 
And hurt themselves that way. 


Make a toy garage, 
Get a shelf or box— 

Toys that aren’t underfoot 
Won't give folks falls or knocks. 


CHORUS 

Christmas days, happy days, 
Spread them through the year, 

Make them safe for Dad and Mom 
And show you love them dear, Oh... 

Christmas days, happy days, 
Spread them through the year, 

Make them safe for Dad and Mom 
And show you love them dear. 


Illustrated by 
IRIS WHITE 








A story about Christmas in Norway 


by Karen Overgaard 


" HEY WERE the only skis I had!’ 
Ivar said fiercely to his brother Rob. 
‘“‘Why didn’t he break his own?”’ 

‘But Alf didn’t do it deliberately! He 
might have broken his leg. Anyway, you 
can use my skis.”’ 

“T want my own.” Ivar saw Alf Berke- 
land come from the house, slowly walking 
toward them. In a deliberately loud voice, 
Ivar said, “And I’d be getting a new 
pair of skis for Christmas if the Berkelands 
weren’t 3 

Rob grabbed his shoulder. “‘Hey! How’d 
you like it if we were burned out—barns, 
house, and all? Do you think the Berke- 
lands wouldn’t rather be home for Christ- 
mas? Every Norwegian family would. Even 
if we are a little crowded, can’t you be more 
pleasant to Alf, with Christmas only 4 days 
away?”’ 

Ivar pulled out of Rob’s grasp and started 
to walk away. Rob saw Alf then, and tried 
to get the two boys to shake hands. “Just 
for Christmas, anyway,” Rob grinned. Alf 





Illustrated by 
Weda Yap 


put his hand out. Ivar rudely brushed by 
Alf’s hand and stalked toward the barn. 

“‘Never mind, Alf,” he heard Rob say. 
**He’ll come around.” 

No, he wouldn’t, Ivar thought. He didn’t 
like to be crowded, and the Berkelands were 
crowding him. During meals, at the long 
kitchen table which had always been big 
enough for the Poulsen family, Ivar was 
squeezed between his brother Svend and 
Alf’s big, hearty father. 

Everybody laughed and joked about the 
crowding. Except Ivar; he glowered into 
his plate. 

And wasn’t he sleeping on the old folding 
cot instead of his own comfortable bunk- 
bed, while Alf had his bed? 

And he had been expecting a new pair of 
skis this Christmas. Now he would never 
get them. Not when they had to support 
the whole Berkeland family! 


BOTH FAMILIES were so used to Ivar’s 
scowls and moodiness by Christmas that 
they paid no attention to him. On the 
morning of Christmas Eve, while his broth- 
ers and Alf went to the woods for the Christ- 
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mas tree, Ivar trudged off to another section 
of the woods for a small tree for the birds’ 
Christmas. 

When Ivar returned, the big tree was 
already set up in the living room. He 
wanted to help with the trimming, but 
stubbornly he remained out in the yard 
setting up the small tree, tying on bunches 
of barley and oats. 

He went into the kitchen when his fingers 
got too cold and he could stand the suspense 
no longer. He listened glumly to the happy 
voices from the living room. Cautiously he 
peered in, on the way to his room. Already 
the tree was decked in strands of red berries, 
blue cornucopias, and gold paper chains. 

Alf smiled at him. Ivar turned on his 
heel and walked toward his room. Alf ran 
after him. “Stay, Ivar! It’s fun, trim- 
ming the tree, and you ought to——’”’ 

“T don’t want to,” Ivar said at his door. 
“It’s my tree more than yours. It’s in 
my house, so I guess if I don’t want to help 
trim it, I don’t have to!”’ 

“You are awfully mad at me, aren’t you, 
Ivar?” “Alf said. ‘““Why? What did I do?” 

Suddenly, Ivar rushed over and shoved 
Alf in the shoulder. ‘‘You came here,”’ he 
said roughly, ‘‘you and your family. Now 
I can’t get my new skis because my father 
can’t afford them when we have to support 
you!” Alf stared at him wide-eyed. ‘“‘Go 











on,” Ivar said fiercely, giving Alf a shove 
into the hall. ‘Get out!’’ 

Alf went, walking backwards. And then 
Ivar saw, down at the end of the hall, his 
mother and his father standing there. Ivar 
backed into the room. 

When his father came in a minute later 
and closed the door and sat down on a chair, 
Ivar did not run or beg. He knew what 
was expected of him. He went over to his 
father, leaned across his knees, and when 
the flat of his father’s big, strong farmer’s 
hand connected with his rear, he hardly 
cried out. He knew he deserved it. 


WHEN his father left, Ivar lay down on 
Rob’s bunk, on his stomach. He must have 
fallen asleep, because the next thing he 
knew, his mother was telling him the tree 
was lit, the carols were to be sung, the gifts 
distributed, and wouldn’t he like to come 
out? He shook his head. She smoothed 
his hair, sighed, and he was alone again. 

He would have preferred having Christ- 
mas dinner in his room, but his mother 
insisted he come out for that. He slid into 
his seat, sitting as usual with downcast eyes 
and sullen face. It was a little different 
now; he was ashamed of himself, but no 
one could tell that. 





Before Mrs. Berkeland or Ivar’s mother 
had a chance to begin serving, Alf dashed 
out and came running back with a long 
parcel. He held it out to Ivar. 

Ivar hardly dared look at his parents or 
at Alf’s shining face. He took the parcel, 
his fingers trembling, and undid the paper. 
It couldn’t be ... but it was the right 
shape for . .. skis. Beautiful, gleaming 
new skis! For a moment, Ivar stopped 
breathing. His reluctant eyes met Alf’s. 
He thrust the skis at Alf and muttered, “I 
can’t take them.”’ 

“I broke your skis,” Alf said seriously. 
“My grandfather made these. I have a 
pair, too, but I promised not to use them 
until after Christmas. That’s why I had 
to use yours.”’ 

Ivar ate the roast goose and the apple- 
and-prune stuffing, but he scarcely tasted a 
thing. When dessert was set before him, he 
mumbled that he would like to be excused, 
and rose. His father’s hand came down on 
his shoulder. ‘Finish that pudding!’’ he 
roared. 

Ivar sat down again, and after a furtive 
look around the table—he fancied they 
were all watching him—he swallowed a 
small spoonful, and another, and another, 
and ... stared at the long brown stick of 
cinnamon bark. Ordinarily he would have 
yelled, ‘“‘I win!’’ because whoever finds the 


cinnamon bark in his Christmas pudding 
gets a wish, and the wish always comes true. 

But he sat hunched and miserable, look- 
ing at it. Why hadn’t someone else won? 

It was Alf who peered over at Ivar’s dish 
and called out happily, “Ivar wins!’’ While 
everyone at the table clapped and yelled, 
“Hurray for Ivar—make a wish, Ivar!” 
Ivar kept saying, “‘I don’t deserve to win— 
I don’t, and you know it!” 

“We know it,” his father growled, but 
his mother said, smiling, ““Never mind, Ivar. 
Make a wish.”’ 

“I wish .. .”? he began, and almost choked. 
“I wish I hadn’t been so mean to Alf! I 
wish I could do over the last 2 weeks,”’ he 
said in a rush of words, and got up. Alf 
grabbed his arm at the door as Rob called 
down from his end of the table, ‘‘Ivar, don’t 
be so hoggish! Only one wish!” 

Everyone laughed, and even Ivar giggled. 
He looked at Alf, gave him a light punch 
in the shoulder. Alf grinned and punched 
him back. They laughed together. 

Much later, when everyone else was 
asleep, Ivar lay on his cot and thought, 
‘‘What if I hadn’t gotten the pudding with 
the cinnamon stick in it?” 

Then he smiled. From the way they had 
all watched him, he knew they had known 
he had it. They had been waiting for him 
to reach it, and to make the right wish. 


Everyone at table clapped and yelied, 
“Hurray for lvar—make a wish, Ivar!” 











Erika’s 
Two 
Guests 


ISOBEL M. TAFFINDER 
Illustrated by 
Gale Taffinder 
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HE FIRST WEEK in December is an 

exciting week for Erika Schmidt, a little 

Austrian girl, just 7 years old, and for 
all other boys and girls in Austria and 
Germany. 

Erika lives far up in the Austrian Tirol 
in the quaint storybook town called Kitz- 
buhel. Now Kitzbuhel is a village where 
people from all over the world come for 
winter sports. 

Almost all the villagers make their living 
by serving the tourists. For example, 
Erika’s father repairs and waxes skis, while 
her Uncle Otto runs a small guest house for 
winter sportsmen. 

Erika’s house is like almost every other 
house in the village. It is painted bright 
colors, and the eaves and the porch railings 
are carved so that they look like they had 
been crocheted with a needle. 

However, it wasn’t the coming of the 
yearly tourists, nor the deep snow that was 
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causing all the excitement at Erika’s house. 
This year Erika had been promised by her 
mother that, on the eve of St. Nicholas and 
Krampus Day, both St. Nicholas and 
Krampus would call at the Schmidt home. 

It had happened this way. The year 
before when Erika was only 6, she had 
been told all about St. Nicholas and Kram- 
pus, but she hadn’t understood very well. 

Of course, she had been excited along 
with the rest of the children when she had 
found a shoe filled with candy and a switch 
on the windowsill on the morning of De- 
cember 6, but that was all. This year she 
made up her mind to ask her mother more 
about it. 

Now Erika’s mother was round, fat, and 
jolly, and on this day Erika found her in 
the kitchen making Apfelstrudel, Erika’s 
favorite apple dessert. Erika climbed up 
on the high stool beside her mother. 

“‘Child,”’ her mother said, rolling out a 
piece of dough, “‘take off your wool poncho, 
your ear-muffs and mittens. It’s warm in 
here.”’ 

Erika did as she was told, and then she 
asked, ‘‘Mother, please tell me about St. 
Nicholas and Krampus.”’ 

‘‘Ach, again?”’ her mother laughed. ‘‘Well,”’ 
she began, ‘“‘St. Nicholas and Krampus are 
messengers of the nearing Christmas sea- 
son. They are sort of advance scouts. St. 
Nicholas comes to good children, blesses 
them, and leaves them small presents. Al- 
ways, however, he is accompanied by 
Krampus, an ugly, hairy creature, who 
carries switches and chains.”’ 

‘“‘Now Krampus,” Erika’s mother con- 
tinued, ‘‘is only for bad children. In the 
olden days it was believed that he carried 
the really bad children away in a basket, 
but now it is known that he only leaves 
them switches instead of presents. Some- 
times, if he thinks they are fibbing about 


‘being good, he uses the switches on their 


legs.”’ 

*‘Does he hurt?”’ Erika asked, her eyes 
widening in alarm. 

“I wouldn’t worry about it, if I were 


you,” her mother answered, ‘‘wait and see. 
I have had a message this year that St. 
Nicholas and Krampus are going to visit 
you personally.” 

“Oh!” Erika whispered excitedly. Then 
she climbed down off the stool, put on her 
poncho, and rushed out to tell her friends. 
She was quite surprised when many of them 
told her that they too had been promised 
personal visits on the Eve of St. Nicholas 
and Krampus Day. 

As the big day drew nearer the whole 
village took on a festive air. The windows 
in all the stores were decorated with long- 
gowned figures of the good saint, and short, 
fuzzy, black figures of Krampus, carrying 
switches and chains. 

Candy stores had row upon row of little 
red shoes and tiny red silk bags for nuts 
and candies. Erika loved to go down to the 
village and peer in the windows. 

However, there was one window, way on 
the edge of town, by which Erika and her 
friends always walked very fast. It was 
full of large, ugly Krampus-like masks, 
made of wood. 

Erika’s mother explained that they were 
very old masks, ones that had been used 
hundreds of years before at St. Nicholas 
and Krampus celebrations. Her mother 
called them ‘‘antique”’ masks and said they 
were of great value. But Erika thought 
them ugly and frightening. 

Then it was the afternoon of December 5. 
School let out early and Erika and her 
friends came home with little shoes filled 
with fruits and candies. That afternoon 
all the children went directly home. 

They didn’t loiter to play in the snow as 
they usually did because it was necessary 
for all children to be off the streets early on 
St. Nicholas and Krampus Eve. This was 
to allow those two messengers to wander 
the streets alone, and to visit certain homes. 
It would be unthinkable for any child to be 
away when they called! 

That night Erika ate every bit of her 
dinner —even her Brussels sprouts—without 
a single word from her mother. She was 
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very quiet during dinner, and her mother 
knew she was eagerly waiting for the door- 
bell to ring. Suddenly it did! 

Erika nearly jumped out of her chair. 
Her father answered the bell, but it was 
only the man from next door. Erika flopped 
back in her chair. Were they really coming? 
she wondered. 

Again without being reminded, Erika 
helped her mother clear the table and do the 
dishes. She was wondering so hard if 
perhaps her mother had made a mistake— 
and that St. Nicholas and Krampus weren’t 
coming after all—that she failed to see how 
surprised her mother was at Erika’s help- 
fulness! 

Each time Erika passed the window she 
peeked out. But she could see nothing— 
only a thick blanket of snow covering the 
quiet street. By the time the dishes were 
done she had almost given up. She climbed 
up fretfully into a big chair, pulled a story- 
book from the shelf, and idly flipped the 
pages. 


THEN the doorbell rang again. Like a 
jack-in-the-box Erika bounded out of her 
chair and to the front door. She barely 
touched the knob when the door flew open 
and there stood St. Nicholas and Krampus. 
They had come! 

Before she had time to draw back, Kram- 
pus in a long black suit and an ugly mask 
started to rattle his chains and to whisk her 
legs with the switches he held. 

But St. Nicholas, dressed in flowing white 
and red robes, and with a long white beard, 
commanded Krampus to be quiet. He 
ordered Krampus to stand behind him until 
he was called. Krampus crawled sulkily 
into the corner. 





‘“‘Have you been a good girl this year?”’ 
St. Nicholas asked Erika. 

Erika looked down at her shoes. “I think 
so,’’ she muttered. 

“Do you always eat your dinner?” Erika 
only half nodded. Krampus, in the corner, 
rattled his chains. In a shrill voice he 
demanded: 

“‘What about your Brussels sprouts?” 

Erika’s eyes started to fill with tears. 
Krampus gave an ugly laugh and waved 
his switches at her. St. Nicholas ordered 
him to be quiet. 

“T think she will do better next year,” 
he said, pulling his long white beard thought- 
fully. Erika eagerly promised she would. 

‘“‘Also,”’ he said, ‘‘I’m sure she’ll help her 
mother with dishes more often without 
being asked.”’ 

Erika looked up at him in surprise. ‘““Now 
how did he know?” she wondered. 

Then, from a pack he carried, St. Nicholas 
pulled out a smaller sack of red silk. It was 
filled with candies and nuts. He gave it to 
Erika. Krampus handed her a small switch. 

“Just in case you forget,’ he grunted. 

Now St. Nicholas said that it was getting 
late. He had a few more personal calls to 
make, but would spend most of the night 
filling shoes of good children whom he 
wouldn’t have time to see. 

“Or leaving switches for the bad ones,” 
Krampus added as St. Nicholas pushed him 
through the door. 

After the pair had left, Erika stood still 
in the middle of the floor, holding her little 
sack in her hand. Finally she looked up at 
her mother and said, “St. Nicholas is a lot 
like Uncle Otto, isn’t he, Mother?” 

Her mother only smiled. 

*“Now scoot to bed, child,”’ she said. 
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Thousands of thank-you letters 
are received by AJRC members from 
their grateful friends in other lands 
for gift boxes sent to them. A few 
of these letters from far-scattered 
places are reprinted on these pages. 
Each one is a special message of 
friendly good wishes. 


(20H - Girls of the Third Class 


Hauptschile, Bad Voslau 


Lower Austria 


a-St. Henry School 


Charleston, Missouri 


BEFORE ALL, we want to thank you 
very much for the many nice and useful 
things you sent us as a Christmas present. 

All our children belong to the Austrian 
Junior Red Cross, and would like to send 
you some gifts in return, but we regret we 
are unable to do so this year. But our 
thoughts are often with you who have been 
so kind to the little unknown Austrian 
children. 

While I am writing this letter big snow- 
flakes are floating down from the sky, and 
we hope to be able to enjoy real winter 
weather at Christmas. 

Tonight there will be a very exciting 
event; I’ll explain it to you. Santa Claus 
and his companion, the “‘Krampus,”’ will 
come to the little children. 

When night comes on and all the children 
sit around the table, we hear a great noise 


you” 
and A Merry Christmas” 


in front of the door, then chains are rattling, 
then comes knocking at the door and in 
walk Santa Claus and Krampus. 

Santa Claus is dressed as a bishop with a 
long white beard, and carries a miter and 
crosier. The Krampus has a long red 
tongue, two horns, and ears with thick black 
fur, and he has a long tail. 

The good children will be rewarded by 
Santa Claus, who will fill their boots and 
shoes with all kinds of sweets. But the 
naughty ones will be punished by Krampus, 
who is a messenger of evil. To this fun we 
are always looking forward with great joy. 

In a few weeks we shall celebrate Christ- 
mas; children and grownups are busily pre- 
paring their presents for Christmas Eve. 

In nearly every home we find the créche, 
with the figure of our Lady kneeling before 


GERMANY—tThis picture, taken from a thank-you 
album from Darmstadt, shows children receiving 
gift boxes from AJRC. 
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the crib of the infant Jesus. And besides 
all this, we may admire a lovely Christmas 
tree decorated with candles, sweets, and 
glittering things. 

Will you be kind enough to write us? 
We are interested in the town you live in 
and what you are doing. 

Our best wishes for Christmas and a very 
happy New Year! 


fren —Elementary School 


Kiikala-Peltola, Finland 


Lo —Woodlawn School 


San Antonio, Texas 


I BEG TO CONVEY the prettiest thanks 
to you for the lovely package I received. 
My happiness rose to the skies. I would 
never have believed that I would ever re- 
ceive a package from America. Everything 
in it was very useful. 

The children were made very happy, and 
want to thank you over and over again. 
Surely the winds will bring their gladness 
to you all the way to America. 

I am 9 years old and in the fourth grade. 
I can read good, but arithmetic is too hard 
for me. 

Heartfelt thanks and best regards from 
little Finland. 





fm —Elementary School 


Konitsa, Greece 
Lo —Milan Grade School 


Milan, Illinois 


I WANT to thank you for the wonderful 
gifts you sent to us. Our joy upon receiving 
them was beyond measure. 

I would like for you to relay my message 
to your parents, teachers, and all your 
friends; I want to thank them a million 
times for all they did. I trust that you are 
all well. We are and hope you are, too. 

We are so very far apart but still I send 
you this little jingle, ‘‘Letter of mine, 
climb the mountains and fly like an 
arrow to find the Junior Red Crossers 
who sent me these gifts, and bid them 
00d morning!’’ 


—M. C. School 
Hordiapur, India 


Lo —tLincoln School 
Mount Clemens, Michigan 


HOW SWEET your gifts are! You have 
placed a tie of friendship with your neighbor 
country India by sending these. Our chil- 


dren are very keen to have faster relations 
and they also think of sending you such 
like things sometimes. 

So many thanks for your kindness. 





NETHERLANDS—Children in a hospital in Amster- 
dam get boxes from faraway friends in America. 
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JAPANESE RED CROSS PHOTO 


JAPAN—With paper donated by the AJRC, chil- 


dren in Tokyo painted 100,000 Christmas and New 


Year cards for soldiers hospitalized in Japan. 





§t0m—Hetoumvan Armenian School 
Amman, Trans-Jordan 


fa —Hague School 
Hague, North Dakota 


THANK YOU very much for your lovely 
gifts. It was very kind of you to remember 
us this Christmas, we who have left our 
homes or have gone to other towns as 
refugees. Every piece in the box caused 
me special joy, because each of them is 
something which I would have liked to ask 
from Father Christmas. 


from —Elementary School 


Herault, France 


fa  —Cushing School 


Cushing, Texas 


CAN YOU imagine a little bit the joy that 
I experienced when I received your very 
beautiful package. 

I quickly hurried to open it to look at its 
contents. What a pleasant surprise and 
how happy I was to see the boxes of colored 
pencils, and a magic drawing pencil, those 
pretty marbles of various colors, and those 
beautiful silk scarves which I will put in the 
pocket of my Sunday suit to remember my 
little American friends. 

Everything thrilled me from the bottom 
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COLOMBIA — Christmas tree celebration at Chil- 
dren’s Hospital, Barranquilla, when AJRC gift boxes 


were distributed. 


of my heart. I will always keep a remem- 
brance of this friendly gesture of comrade- 
ship toward a little French boy. 

This Christmas celebration will see us 
more devoted to our common motto, ‘“‘Ser- 
vis” (to serve). 


from—Fitth Grade 


Macchia di Giarre 
Province of Catania 
Sicily, Italy 

Loa —tThorp Public School 
Thorp, Wisconsin 


AT THE SIGHT of such lovely gifts, my 
heart held a ray of pure joy, and too, a 
feeling of thanks to God, who in His Prov- 
idence has you remember the youth in Italy. 

The first thing I took out was a handker- 
chief of such a pretty red color that it re- 
sembled a flower budding in springtime; 
then out came pencils, balls with rainbow 
colors, and many school items, a toothbrush 
and dentifrice, a ring that fits my little 
finger, an eraser, and a balloon that I have 
so much fun with. 


What else can I say?. From the small 


lips of a daughter of Italy comes forth a 
heartfelt thanks, and a prayer that the ties 
of fraternal friendship always continue be- 
tween Italy and America. 





SYRIA—Children in refugee camps in Aleppo are 
happy with their gifts. 
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The Little Red Socks 


and how their 


Christmas wish came true... 


The little red socks were tucked way 
back in a dark corner of the glass show- 
case. They couldn't see a thing! But 
from somewhere they could hear pop- 
corn going snippity-snap, snippity-snap. 


And they could sniff spicy, pine Christ- 


mas trees. 
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RUTH EVERDING LIBBEY 
Illustrated by 





Virginia Lautz 


“Oh, I wish we could see,’ moaned one 
little sock. 

“‘And I wish someone wanted us,”’ sighed 
the other sock sadly. 

From morning until night rosy-cheeked 
children rushed up to press their pug noses 
against the warm glass showcase. 

“Could I please look at that blue jack- 
in-the-box?”’ a little boy asked the clerk. 
As he handed it back, the red socks heard 
him say, “Boy! I hope Santa brings this 
to me.”’ 

A tousle-headed boy shouted, ‘‘I’d rather 
have those shiny skates. I know I could 
skate right off and never tumble once.” 

“T’m going to write to Santa Claus and 
ask him to bring me that goldilock’s doll,”’ 
whispered a blue-eyed girl. 

The brown-eyed girl beside her smiled, 
“I already wrote and asked if he’d bring 
me a go-to-sleep dolly like this one. She 
cries Ma-Ma! Ma-Ma! when you bend 
her over.” 

Day after day it was the same thing. 





But no one ever noticed the little red socks. 

“If we were out in front I know someone 
would want us,”’ cried one little sock. 

‘Look! there is Goldilocks waving good- 
by!’ said the other little red sock. 

Christmas was getting nearer and nearer. 
The go-to-sleep dolly whimpered Ma-Ma! 
Ma-Ma! as she was wrapped in swishy 
tissue paper. 

All of a sudden the clerk reached in and 
put the little red socks in the center of the 
glass shelf. They were very happy. There 
was so much to see. Everyone was going 
hustle-bustle up and down the crowded 
aisles. 

Soon a rushy man put a Christmas tree 
down and pointed toward the little socks. 
“I’d like to see those, please,’ he said. 
“No,” he said to the clerk, “I mean the 
yellow mittens on the shelf below.” 

And so it went. No one ever wanted 
the little socks. 

On Christmas Eve there were very few 
things besides the red socks left in the 
showcase. A horn with the paint scratched 
off. A bell that had lost its clapper. And 
some handkerchiefs. 

It was almost time for the store to close. 

A white-haired lady, all out of breath, 
hurried up to the counter. ‘Just what I’ve 
been searching for,’ she beamed. ‘‘What 
precious little red socks.” 

‘Maybe a little girl is going to get us,”’ 
whispered one little sock. 

“Or perhaps a boy,” whispered back the 
other little sock, ‘“‘I hope it won’t be that 
noisy one who wanted skates. He’d wear 
holes in us right away.” 

When the white-haired lady reached home 
she took a shiny darning needle and threaded 
it with bright green yarn. She stitched it 
in and out on the red socks. The doorbell 
rang and she quickly stuffed the socks in 
her big apron pocket. 

“Grandma! Grandma! At last we’re 
here!’ a girl and a boy hugged her. Their 
mother and father opened up their suitcases 
and placed gay packages under the Christ- 
mas tree. 


“Before I forget,”’ smiled grandmother, 
“here is something for you, Don and 
Donna,” and she took the little red socks 
out of her apron pocket. 





“Oh, Grandma,” they shouted, “what 
beautiful hang-up socks! Red socks with 
our names in green, DON and DONNA. 
Now we’ll never get them mixed up again. 
May we hang them up this very minute?” 

‘‘Good idea,’”’ chuckled their father as he 
put the fire-screen in front of the smoldering 
coals. ‘‘Hang them up, as it’s time we 
were all in bed.”’ 


At last the house was quiet. “I’m so 
happy,” said one little sock. “My wish 
has come true. We can see things. Silver 
stars, red, blue, and gold balls on the 
Christmas tree.” 


‘And my wish came true too,”’ smiled 
the other red sock. ‘““We were really wanted. 
And we are bringing happiness at Christmas 
time.” 

The little red socks were so sleepy that 
they could hardly mumble Merry Christ- 
to Santa as he stuffed them full of 
candies and tiny toys. 


mas! 


15 





PARADE STUDIOS, INC 


A WE HAVE FUN making gay Christmas toys for 
children in local institutions. (Lakewood, Ohio) 


MACKLITZ PHOTOGRAPHERS 


OUR JRC REGIONAL CONVEN- 
TION we exhibited Christmas toys 
made for needy children. (Manati, 
Puerto Rico) 


A WITH THE HELP of Home Service, our 
JRC members prepared and distributed 
toys to children of 47 families at Christ- 
mas. (Webster Groves, Mo., Chapter) 


A SAUCY HOBBYHORSE, a doll’s cradle, 
and a rocking duck were a few of the 
wooden toys we made for children of 
veterans at Christmas. (Shaker Junior . 
\ 


Inc 





High, Shaker Heights, Ohio) > 





eep 


hristmas 


In Junior Red Cross 
we like to plan 


a merry time for all... 


WALT'S PHOTO SERVICE 


A AS PART OF our “Friend- 
ship Project” we filled gift 
boxes for children of far- 
away lands. (Fern School, 
Honolulu, Hawaii) 


a 


A “OUR BEST WISHES” were sewed right 
into the handkerchief cases we .made 
for women patients at Cleveland State 
Hospital. (Cleveland, Ohio) 


SUGAR ‘N SPICE and everything nice 
went into the Christmas candies we 
prepared for hospitalized servicemen. 
(Brooklyn, N. Y.) Vv 













SS SSIES ata 


a Happy Christmas 





for ALL! 


Every Junior Red Cross member 
learned how good it makes you feel 

to help others . . . writes Diane Parkhill 
of Ada, Ohio, Elementary School. 


HIRTY-SIX Junior Red Cross members 

of the Ada (Ohio) Elementary school 

visited the Hardin County Home for 
the Aged at Kenton, Ohio, just before 
Christmas last year. 

Mrs. George Hindall, our Junior Red 
Cross chairman, and Miss Ella Daily, our 
teacher-sponsor, went with our group of 
first to fifth grade children on the school 
bus. During the trip, we sang songs for 
our Own enjoyment and talked about gifts 
we were taking to the old people. 

At the County Home the children all 
sang Christmas carols and members of the 
fourth grade played on their song flutes. 
After the program, we passed out our 


PHOTOS BY DAVID P. LISTZ 


gifts and trooped out into the deep snow to 
have our pictures taken. It was a beautiful, 
cold winter day. 

As we were leaving, we saw one lady at 
the Home kiss her gift towel and hold up it 
to the window for us to see. All of the old 
folks seemed to enjoy our visit very much, 
thanked us for the gifts they received, and 
asked us to come again. 


















A Before we passed out our 
Christmas gifts at the County 
Home we all sang carols. 


< After the program we 
trooped out into the deep 
snow to have our picture 
taken. 













SHARING 
CHRISTMAS 


Miss Betty J. Short, fifth grade 
teacher, Philip Sheridan School, 
Kenmore, N. Y., tells the fun her 
JRC members had at Christmas 
when they shared with others. 





THE CHILDREN decided that their 

first JRC project would be Sharing 
Christmas with the Orphans. This was 
carried out by making stuffed miniatures 
of the well-beloved Rudolph the Rednosed 
Reindeer! 

As the weekly sewing periods passed the 
children even found a use for the leftover 
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scraps of material. 
of Rudolph’s head and made them into 
bean bags. 

The “‘joy of sharing’”’ filled our classroom 
as each rednosed Rudolph was packed in 
the large box bound for an orphanage via 


They cut out patterns 


the Junior Red Cross! The picture above 
shows you some of our reindeer. 


FINE COUNCIL 


Dorothy Lancaster, president, West Edgecombe 
School JRC Council (Rocky Mount, N. C.) writes 
of the fine work her council is doing. 


E ORGANIZED a council so that our 

work could be carried out more efficient- 
ly. With the help of our teacher-sponsors, 
Miss Evelyn Jones and Miss Jessie Flythe, 
two radio programs have been given over 
the Tarboro (N. C.) station, and two short 
plays have been given in our school audi- 
torium. These have promoted interest in 
the work of the council. 

The council usually meets every 2 weeks 
to discuss what has been done and what is 
to be done. Every one of our 27 classrooms 
was enrolled in Junior Red Cross. 

In the lower grades, placecards, favors, 


nutcups, and ashtrays were made for the 
County Home at Thanksgiving and Christ- 
mas. Seventy-five gift boxes were filled. 

One of our sixth grade classes deserves 
special mention for their good work. The 
boys in this class made furniture and a 
tabie; the girls dressed dolls and made a 
Red Cross flag. 

A Junior Red Cross display was shown 
at a store in Tarboro. 

We believe our JRC work is an interesting 
work, not to be passed over lightly. Some 
day we will be the senior Red Cross workers 
in our own Edgecombe County Chapter. 
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So begins the first letter in an album 
from a class in the Elementary School in 
Rimini, Italy, to the fourth grade in 
West Boylston Street School, Worces- 
ter, Massachusetts. 


When the Massachusetts boys and girls 
opened the handsome cover of their cor- 
respondence album from Rimini, Italy, it 
was almost like stepping back hundreds of 
years into history. The history of Rimini 
began more than 10 centuries ago when it 
was a proud little independent state. This 


was long before it fell before the sieges of 
the conquering Borgias. 

The album cover is cut to represent the 
Arch of Augustus, named after a Roman 
emperor. The arch has stood “solidly in 
life for more than 2,000 years.”’ Visitors to 
Rimini today pass through this gateway 
over a beautiful bridge into the town itself. 
Rimini today is a mixture of the old and a 
new modern seashore resort. 

One of its famous sights, described and 
pictured in the album, is the Church of 
St. Francis, called J] Tempio Malatestiano 
after its 15th century builder. 

The beautiful love story of an Italian 
couple is written in the decorations on the 
walls of this old church. Lovers’ inter- 
woven initials peep from among garlands 
of flowers and between heads of little 
cherubs. 

From St. Francis (the boys and girls tell 
their friends in Worcester) the way leads 
on past the medieval Malatesta Palace and 
the St. Francis Convent to the more 
modern buildings of the 20th century 
Rimini. These new buildings show how 
hard the citizens of Rimini today have 
worked to rebuild their city after the war 
and bombings. 

In this new part of the city the Rimini 
boys and girls go to school in their Scuola 
Elementare. They describe their fifth 
grade and show by crayon sketches and 


< The beautiful cover of this album from Italy is 
cut to represent the Arch of Augustus. 





snapshots how they look and 
what they do in school. They 
even include, with their album, 
a box of shells they gathered 
from the beach. 

If you will look on the map 
of Italy, you will find Rimini, 
a city of over 70,000 population 
located in the Province of Mar- 
che on the Adriatic coast. It is 
bounded on three sides by water 

the sea, a river, and a canal, 
in which there is a small boat 
harbor. 

Letters and sketches show the 
kinds of flowers which grow on 
the slopes of the nearby Apen- 
nine foothills. They also de- 
scribe kite-flying on a windy day 
and autumn bonfires. 

Two of the main industries 
in the present-day Rimini are 
described as il pane and as il 
miele. II pane means bread 
and the story is told, in draw- 
ings, from the plowing of the 
land and sowing of the wheat to 
the baking. JI miele means 
honey and its story is pictured 
from bees to honey-pots. 

One letter and sketch in the 
album describe an old Rimini 
custom of building a Christmas 
creche, or manger, for the Gesu 
Bambino (Baby Jesus). 

The Rimini children say, 
‘‘Even war did not prevent our 
adoration, nor the yearly build- 
ing of our manger on the crest of 
a nearby mountain.” 

They all believe that it was 
their ““‘Baby Jesus’”’ who made 
it possible for them to continue 
to live in a Rimini which has 
weathered 2,000 years of his- 
tory, many of them filled with 
war and hardship. 



















































Italian boys and girls enjoy bathing in the waters 
of the Adriatic. Pictures on this page are all taken 
from the album. 


At recess these children have fun walking on stilts, 
just as American pupils do. 


Ready to learn—and to get their picture taken— 
is this fifth grade class in Rimini, the boys and girls 
who prepared the album to send to America. 
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Christmas Eve 


Christmas Eve is a happy night, 

With candles burning very bright. 

The children are very happy and gay, 
Because tomorrow is Christmas day. 


They will give some gifts and get some, too. 


And there will be toys for Bob and Sue. 


BILLIE CASH 
Grade 4, Rubel Ave. School 
Lovisville, Ky. 


I Like Winter 


like winter when it’s snowy 
With snow that’s soft and white and blowy. 
| like the flakes upon my cheek 
And when | walk | like the squeak 
Of hard-packed snow beneath my feet. 
Porch lights make a twinkling glitter. 
| like the cold even though it’s bitter. 
The snow makes every house and yard 
Look like a lovely Christmas card. 
There’s nothing lovelier outdoors, | know, 
Than a town that’s covered with soft white 

snow. 


BETTY BUSH 

Vinton School 

Omaha, Nebr. 

(Douglas County Chapter) 


Winter Fun 


g wish that | could play 

In snowdrifts every day, 

Or glide around on shiny ice— 

Now don’t you think that would be nice? 


PAMELA PERELMAN 
Columbian School 
Omaha, Nebr. 

(Douglas County Chapter) 
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Friends 


@h, better than enemies 
That friends we be. 


Oh, better than war, 

May peace fill our hearts. 
And love for all 

Be true in each heart. 


May love for everyone 
Live forever, 

With power and glory, 
Goodwill to men. 


Oh, better than enemies 
That friends we be. 
SANDRA SQUIRES 
Campus Laboratory School 


San Diego State College 
San Diego, Calif. 


Christmas Night 


Qn Christmas night, 

When you go to bed 
You snuggle up warm 
And cover your head. 


Before you dream of Santa, 
And of his elves, 

As well as your parents, 
And of yourselves, 


You'd better think back, 
Before you dream of joy, 
And you'd better make sure 
You’ve been a good boy. 
Then, if you have been good, 
And your conscience is clear, 
You'll have a merry Christmas 


And a glad new year. 
MARSHALL HARRIS 
Thomas Dale Elementary School 
Chester, Va. 
(Chesterfield County Chapter) 
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A Christmas to Remember 


A story about Christmas on 
the desert by Catherine Blanton 


Josie’s eyes watched the tiny flames 
tie themselves around the end of the 
log. It snapped and fell apart, leaving 
a warm bed of coals. With the shovel, 
she carefully pulled the ashes over 
them. 


“It doesn’t seem rightly fair,’’ she said to 
herself, ‘‘not to have Christmas for Tobie 
and Sue. I’ve got lots of Christmases to 
remember. But they’re too little to re- 
member those back home.” 

The faint cry of a lone coyote sounded 
through the room, but Josie, getting into 
her nightie, didn’t notice. 

The warmth of the hearth felt good to 
her bare feet. Sitting down, she pulled the 
nightgown close about her legs. 

Suddenly a tear slipped down her cheek. 
She brushed at it angrily. A 12-year-old 
girl didn’t cry because there would be no 
tree on Christmas morning. 

When her father had said they were mov- 
ing out west, Josie had been glad. Pa had 
made it sound so exciting. But that had 


been a long time ago and it hadn’t been a 
bit like he had said. 

The fine house he planned to build had 
turned out to be an adobe room with the 
sleeping room in back. The cattle had 
taken sick and died. And the desert sands 
had ruined their garden. 

Now pa had gone to California and left 
her and ma to look after the place. 

Ma had thought it was all right to forget 
about Christmas, but Josie felt sure if pa 
had been there, he would have thought of 
something. He never let a holiday go by 
without a celebration. Especially when it 
was a day like Christmas. 

“Got to do something to help you re- 
member it,”’ he’d always say. 

And just as she dropped off to sleep, 
Josie knew that no matter what ma thought, 
she must give the twins a Christmas to 
remember. 


“A TREE!” was her first thought in the 
morning. But on the desert where could 
one find a tree? 

All morning she thought about it and 
everywhere she went she looked. There 
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was nothing but cactus, mesquite, and cat- 
claw. Surely one could not make a Christ- 
mgs tree from any of those? 

Then suddenly she stopped wondering. 
It didn’t matter what kind of a tree it was 
so long as it was beautiful. A mesquite 
would do as well as any. But how could 
she make it look like a Christmas tree? 

She would ask ma. Maybe there were 
still some pretties left in her scrapbag. 

‘“‘Why you smilin’, sister?’”’ asked Tobie, 
following her into the house. 

Her laugh was light. ‘I’m thinkin’ about 
Christmas,”’ she replied. 

‘“‘Christmas,”’ echoed Sue, grabbing her 
hand. ‘‘With presents?”’ 

“Yes.”’ She waited a moment, then 
added, ‘‘And a tree, too.”’ 

“Oh, goody, goody.”” The twins pulled 
so hard on her arms they almost pulled 
her over. ‘‘Let’s have it now.” 

“Oh dear, no,’’ said Josie. ‘“‘You have 
to wait until Christmas comes.”’ 

“‘We’re going to have Christmas,”’ sang 
the twins. ‘“‘We’re going to have Christmas.”’ 

Over the heads of the twins their mother 
looked at Josie. 


“Oh, goody, goody!” The twins 
pulled so hard on Josie’s arms 
they almost pulled her over. “Let's 
have the tree now.” 
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“Yes, Ma,” she said. “I think Tobie 
and Sue should have a Christmas to re- 
member.”’ 

Her mother’s gray eyes smiled. ‘You 
sound just like your pa. But I reckon 
you’re right.’”’ She turned to the twins. 
*‘Now, go along and do as I said. See if 
you can find the nest of that speckled 
hen.”’ 


JOSIE WAITED until the children were 
in the yard. ‘‘You reckon I can make a 
tree out of a mesquite bush?” she asked. 

“I suppose it’d be as good as any,” 
replied her mother. 

“‘And there’s got to be ornaments, Ma. 
It wouldn’t be a Christmas tree without 
them.”’ 

The wrinkles in her mother’s forehead 
deepened. ‘‘Seems my old granny used to 
tell how they made pretties for their tree. 
Was right fine too.”’ 

From the outside came the loud cackling 
of a hen and then the excited cries of the 
twins. 

“TI reckon they found the nest,” said 
Josie. 
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Illustrations by 
Janet Smalley 


Her mother’s head lifted. ‘“‘Now I 
remember. Granny used eggshells for 
her tree.” 

““Eggshells? How, Ma?’’ 

‘Why, you first let the yolk and 
whites run out a small hole in the end. 
Then, after the shells have dried for a 
while in the sun, you paint them. 
They’re all ready then to stick on the 
tree.” 

Josie clapped her hands. “Oh, Ma, 
you think of everything.” Her face 
sobered. ‘But how can I paint them 
without paints?” 

Her mother smiled. ‘“‘Have you 
forgotten how your old red sweater 
faded when we washed it last spring? 
And then your pa’s blue muffler isn’t 
fast color either.”’ 

Josie started to speak, but clapped her 
hands over her mouth as the twins came 
into the house. ‘“‘Look, Ma,” they cried. 
‘See all the eggs we found.”’ 

Tobie suddenly looked at Josie. 
you and ma a-sayin’?”’ 

“Now it’s nothing but what you’ll know 
in good time,’”’ answered his mother. ‘“‘Go 
on and leave Josie alone else I’ll set you 
both to churning butter.’’ At that the 
twins scurried out the door. 


‘‘What 


JOSIE’S PLANS for Christmas grew and 
grew. Each day she thought of something 
new to be added. 

*“Ma, you said you’d make some cookies. 
You mind if I cut them out like stars? 
They’d look mighty pretty hanging on the 
tree. There should be some gifts on the 
tree too,’’ she added. Her mother threw 
up her hands. ‘Well, I’ve thought of about 
everything I can. If you do anything more 
you'll have to think of it yourself.” 

So all day long, as Josie helped with the 
work, she kept trying to think of gifts for 
the twins. 

“Oh, if pa were only here. 
of something.” 

It was after dinner that she found the 
small round stone. ‘‘Why, it’s ’most like a 


He’d think 





Josie’s mother threw up her hands. 
anything more you'll have to think of it yourself.” 


“If you do 


ball,” said Tobie. His eyes were wistful. 
*‘Pa said he’d bring me back a ball when he 
comes from California.”’ 

“A ball,” thought Josie. Then she ran 
into the house. She pulled out the scrap- 
bag. Pieces of cloth and bits of yarn came 
tumbling out. 

Softly humming “Silent Night, Holy 
Night,”’ she began wrapping the yarn about 
the rock. “It won’t bounce. But it’ll be 
mighty pretty,’”’ she thought. 

Now if she could only think of something 
for Sue. 

Her mother came into the room. “You 
making a stockin’ doll for Sue?” she asked. 

Josie’s hand almost dropped the ball. 
‘‘Why, no, Ma. But that’s a good idea. I 
can make her a rag doll.” 

It was hard getting the twins to bed 
early on Christmas Eve. 

“But tomorrow is Christmas,” explained 
Josie. 

“Is pa comin’ back then?” asked Tobie. 
“Your pa will come back when he can,” 
replied his mother. “But you get in bed 
before I have to take a stick to you.” 

Even Josie could not believe the little 
mesquite tree with its eggshell ornaments 
could look so pretty. 
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‘‘Was granny’s tree as 
nice as this?’”’ she asked. 

Her mother wiped her 
eyes on the corner of her 
apron. ‘‘Seems it could- 
n’t be any prettier. I 
only wish your pa could 
be here to see it.” 


THE SKY was gray 
and the air cold when 
Tobie and Sue climbed 
out of bed. But already 
Josie was up and had 
the fire going. 

“Ma! Josie!” they 
cried. They danced 
around the tree. 

“But who brought 
it?’’ asked Tobie as he stopped for breath. 

“The good Christmas fairy,’ replied 
Josie. 

‘“‘Honest?”’ asked Tobie. 

“It was love that brought it,”’ said his 
mother. ‘“‘That’s the real meaning of 
Christmas. But sometimes we forget that.”’ 

They were just ready to sit down to din- 
ner when they heard the sound of wheels 
and horses’ hooves. 

“It’s pa,” cried Tobie, starting out the 
door. 





“Pa came home for 
Christmas,”’ sang Sue. 

“Well, what’s all 
this?”’ said their father 
as he came into the 
house. ‘I hurried home 
just so I could bring 
your Christmas and here 
it is already.”’ 

“It’s all Josie’s do- 
ings,”’ said her mother. 
“She said it wasn’t right 
for the twins not to have 
a Christmas to remem- 
ber.”’ 

‘“‘Now you’ve come, 
Pa, it’s the best Christ- 
mas of all,’’ cried Josie, 
hugging him tightly. 

*‘Well, you look in my bag and see if you 
can’t find some presents for everyone that 
will make it an even finer Christmas.” 

Josie had never seen a bag hold so many 
things. There were gifts for all of them. 

But that night when she helped the twins 
undress, Tobie said, “I sure like the rubber 
ball pa brought me, but I’m goin’ to keep 
my yarn ball for ever and ever.”’ 

And Sue said, ‘I reckon we won’t ever 
forget this Christmas, will we?”’ 


wily 


WAITING FOR SANTA 


Nona Keen Duffy 


I ‘ve wrapped all my presents 
With stickers and string, 

I’ve brought in the wood 
They told me to bring. 


I’ve helped trim the tree 
With tinsel and snow, 
I’ve hung up the wreaths 
With a beautiful bow. 


The lights are turned on— 
| simply can’t wait 

For Santa to come: 
| hope he’s not late! 
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IRISH JUNIOR RED CROSS members take 
Christmas gifts to boys and girls in hospitals. > 


DANISH JUNIOR RED CROSS members see 
that all the children in institutions have toys 
and Christmas packages. Vv 


CANADIAN HIGH-SCHOOL JUN- 
IORS carol through the wards of 
Belcher Veterans’ Hospital, Cal- 
gary, Alberta. > 


IRISH TIMES 


CHRISTMAS 


in other lands 


Junior Red Cross members 
in other lands enjoy 
planning for others 

at Christmas time. 
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LITTLE FIR TREE 


An old Christmas son g) 
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